BARBARIAN STORIES

too.' 'So I did. But you aren't - see? Never mind,
Rudd, you'll have a gay time in Rome, and I'll have
to find someone else to clean my new helmet!' They
went in and Marcus watched Rudd doing up his
baggage for the campaign, and thought how he would
take it out of Decima one day.

The next morning Rudd packed his own small
bundle and started with his master for the new house;
he walked so close to the horse that it trod on his foot;
then he walked lame and that was particularly annoy-
ing for Marcus, first because it reminded him too
much of himself, and then because what he liked best
about the Briton was the gay and light way he moved:
at least that was what he thought he liked best.
Besides, though he did not think Rudd had really
hurt his foot much, he wanted it seen to properly, and
he became nervously aware how little he trusted the
new household to look after his slave. He cursed
Rudd for being such a fool, and then suddenly said:
'Well, anyhow, when I marry her I shall free you.'
Rudd jumped at his hand and kissed it and as far as
the door of the merchant's house he felt quite at his
ease again.

The actual giving away was rather unpleasant all
the same. Decima's eyes shone, her lips parted in
wet, red pleasure; the Tribune preferred to look at
his prospective father-in-law. As to Rudd, he just
stood in the corner with his hands at his side, not
looking in the least like himself. Marcus did not
at all want to linger over this parting; he kissed
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